*    The Poisoned Dish    *

Shinshwe's dog barked. There was merriment among
the crowd on the platform, and in the water women,
mounted on the shoulders of others, threw out chal-
lenges as if they were amazons. For a moment Sawlon
stood there in the moonlight, a bedraggled figure, and
then ran crying into one of the rooms of the great
pavilion behind*

The entertainment at the pool, however, continued
as if nothing had happened. The great moon rose
higher, dimming the lights which spangled the pavi-
lions. Facing the royal party on the other side of the
bath was now a living frieze of Cambodian dancers,
who posed and pounced and fell to strings and drums,
now muted, now sending their notes among the bam-
boos. Queen Saw, though aware of the beauty that en-
compassed her, was not wrought upon by it, could not
enter into it. She felt pent away when she thought of
the love which she had to give and which she could not
let free. If she could loose it, the splendour of a night
like this would take meaning. She would accomplish
the universal dream and prevent the escape of beauty*
'Nirvana only abideth, the calming of the law of rise
and fall/ she quoted to herself. As a woman it was
possible for her to enter the Whole by means of love.
But she was held apart, like an earth-bound spirit
which cannot rise up nor yet turn back to participation
in this world.

Someone came to announce that supper was ready.
Shaking off her regrets, nebulous fancies alien to her
normal mind, she informed the King. They all ad-
journed to the dining hall of the pavilion.

Narathihapate's table was apart from the test. On it
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